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sitting at my table with my head in my hands, in the
depths of despair, the slot of the door was withdrawn and
instead of a gaoler's face I saw a pair of black eyes below
straight lashes which met at the nose. They were glamor-
ous eyes, and it was a little nose, wrinkled in laughter : I
jumped to my feet, thinking that I had been dreaming,
but No, someone had left me a stump of lead-pencil:
the vision had been real.

By the usual subterfuge (notes in the latrine, and visits
thereto) I discovered that my benefactor was an
Armenian girl awaiting trial on a charge of spying. She
had provided us all with writing instruments, but why
she had done so I never learned. I only saw her once,
when we passed in the passage : she was tall and proud,
with a light on her splendid forehead that seemed an aura
of triumph. The grizzled old sentry who accompanied
her looked ape-like beside this lively and lovely creature :
she made the whole prison look foolish : we were sad
little creatures playing a silly game : she was mortal and
beautiful as a tree in spring and we the weevils on its
bark. She was life : our existence turned on hers although
we pretended not to know it ...

When we were brought, before the Chief of Police, we
found him a cordial little gentleman who gave us chairs
and cigarettes, asked after our health, hoped that we had
been comfortable. We thanked him for his treatment,
congratulated him on the cleanliness of his jail, but drew
his attention to the mistake made by his detectives in
imprisoning Themistocle's mother and sister.
" They are Turkish subjects," he answered
" But they are innocent. If they axe maltreated, we
shall hold you answerable after the war/*